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Are You Ready? 


I wonder how you would answer 
the question I asked my Sabbath school 
class a few weeks ago. I said, “Suppose 
someone were to come running in here and 
say, ‘It’s the end of the world! There’s a 
small black cloud in the east about the 
size of a man’s hand, and it’s coming 
nearer. Jesus is on the way!’ What,” I 
asked my class, “would you think if some- 
one really said that right now?” 

One of the girls said, “I want Him to 
come, but I wish I knew I was ready.” 

And this question, I’ve noticed, is one 
that bothers many of us. How can we be 
sure we are ready for the coming of 
Jesus? 


Jesus wants us to start planning now for the 
good times we'll have in heaven when He comes. 


VERNON NYE, ARTIST 


One of the first things to remember is 
that Jesus wants to save us. 

You may have been told that God is 
keeping a record of all our sins so that 
in the judgment He can prove we should 
be kept out of heaven. Sure, He’s keeping 
a record. But He is keeping it because He 
hopes that some day He can point to it 
and say, “This record proves that this boy 
or girl gave his life to Me. He asked Me 
to forgive his sins. He is Mine, and no 
with Me forever.” - 

We know Jesus wants us in heaven be- 
cause He said so, so many times. He prayed 
to His Father, “I will that they .. . be 
with Me where I am.” He said to the peo- 
ple in Jericho, “The Son of man is come 
to seek and to save that which was lost.” 
To the crowds who gathered to hear Him 
preach He said, “Come to me, all of you.” 
(John 17:24; Luke 19:10; Matt. 11:28, 
Goodspeed.) Jesus wants to save us. 

Then another thing to remember is that 
when we ask Jesus to forgive our sins, 
our sins are forgiven. They aren’t held 
against us any more. We don’t need to be 
afraid that when Jesus comes on the cloud 
He is going to hold up a long list of sins 
we have repented of and say that because 
of them He won’t let us in heaven. The 
sins we have repented of have been for- 
given and blotted out. God promised us 
that if we would confess our sins, He would 
be “faithful . . . to forgive us.” God keeps 
His promises. 

Then if Jesus wants to save you, and if 
you have asked Him to forgive your sins, 
and He has forgiven you, and your record 
is clean, why are you worried and fearful 
about His coming? You are ready. You 
can look forward to His return with joy, 
and you can start planning now for the 
good times you’ll have in heaven. 

But perhaps you’re like the little boy 
whose mother wrote me a while ago. “I’ve 
asked Jesus to forgive my sins,” he said, 


one can take him from Me. He shall “6 


I’ve asked Him to help me not to sin an 
more, I keep on sinning. What should I 
do?” We'll talk about that next week. 


“and I’m sure He’s done so. But in am 


Your friend, 


heute Wacol 
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THE BROKEN PICTURE 


By ELLEN E. 


ELLO, Mom, I’m home!” Don called as 

he rushed in the front door. He gave 
the door a sharp push with his foot that 
sent it slamming shut. Then Don gasped at 
a sudden splintering crash behind him. 

“Oh, oh!” He looked about fearfully to 
see what had broken. One of the pictures 
on the wall near the door had fallen and 
lay in a tumble of broken frame and slivers 
ot glass on the floor. Don started to pick 


MORRISON 


them up, then decided to leave them where 
they were. The house was silent, so he 
knew Mother must be at a neighbor's home. 
When she found it, perhaps she would think 
the picture had fallen by itself. 

Don went to his room for his ball and 
then left to play with his friends. He did 
not return until an hour later. This time 
he was careful not to slam the front door. 

To page 19 









































Don slammed the door with his foot, then gasped at the sound of splintering glass behind him! 


DECEMBER 26, 1956 / 3 








MOSES AND MATH 


By BEN-IRA 


i" WAS time for the meeting to begin, 
and there was only one old woman in 
the tent. 

The evangelist had come many miles to 
preach in this African village, and he had 
brought ten young men to help him for 
he was sure there would be hundreds of 
people coming every night. 

And now it was the first night, when he 
expected the largest crowd—and there was 
only this one old lady present! 

Oh yes. There was a boy, too. He came 
in just after the meeting was supposed to 
start. But he wasn’t much to look at. He 
was paralyzed on one side of his face, so 
that that side of his face never moved. 
Even when he smiled he looked strange and 
ugly. His arms and legs seemed to be about 
the size of match sticks. And his clothing— 
it was torn and old and much too small. 

Pastor Peckham, the evangelist, looked at 
the two people. Then he looked at his ten 
helpers and at the pastor of the local church. 
Would it really be worthwhile for these 
twelve ministers to spend the whole eve- 
ning holding a meeting for such a small con- 
gregation? 

However, a true missionary goes on with 
the job in spite of any discouragement, and 
Pastor Peckham is a true missionary. So he 
went on with the meeting just as though he 
had a large attendance. At the close, the 


little boy came to him with tears in his eyes, 
and said he would like to come to the mis- 
sion to go to school. The pastor told him 
he would be glad to have him, and so it was 
arranged. And that is how Moses started 
school at Inyazura. 
Moses was not a good student. It took him 
three years to pass standard three (third 
grade). He found arithmetic especially 
difficult. When he took his tests at the end 
of the first year he got only 30 per cent. He 
was learning to pray about his troubles, 
though, and he prayed hard about his 
arithmetic, and when finally he passed ‘ 
standard three, he got 58 per cent. , 
He took two years to pass standard four. 
He managed standard five in one year, but f 
it was a struggle. His teachers tried to get * & 
him to give up and go home, but he would 4 
not. With tears in his eyes, he said No, he 
wanted to learn so he could work for his F 
people and teach them about Jesus. He 
wanted to learn to be an orderly in a hospi- 
tal, so he could help sick folks. 
One evening, in his last year at school, 
the monitor of his dormitory went to the 
missionary and told him that Moses was not 
in his bed, and he could not find him. Two 
other boys were with the monitor, and the 
missionary went with them to look for the 
lost boy. 


Between the dormitory and the mission- 
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ary’s house was a graveyard where some of 
the old pioneers were buried. As the search 
party passed it, they heard a noise and 
stopped to listen. Two of the boys didn’t 
listen long, and they didn’t stop to tell any- 
one where they were going. They raced 
straight for the safety of their beds in the 
dormitory! We must not be too hard on 
them. They were not long out of heathen- 
ism where they had been taught that all 
kinds of evil spirits live in graveyards. 
The monitor managed to stay with the 
Ouse. though it was very evident he 
ould have liked to be somewhere else just 
at that time. I may tell you confidentially 
that even the missionary was not too happy 
just then; but of course he could not run 
from anything that was likely to be found 
in a graveyard! It would not be setting the 
right example to his students. So he and the 
monitor stood perfectly still and listened. 
They had never heard a noise like this 
before. It did not sound like anyone talking. 
There was a rustling of the grass, and a 





sort of murmuring sound. 
They went a little nearer. 
The rustling stopped, but 
the murmuring grew a 
shade louder. The rustling 
might be a snake. Could 
the murmuring be wind in the trees? But 
there was no wind! They must go still 
nearer. 

So very quietly and slowly they crept 
toward the sound. It was a little louder now, 
and they could hear that it was a voice. Yes, 
it was Moses’ voice. What was he doing in 
the graveyard at that time of night? And 
then they saw that he was praying. They 
knew he would be quite safe so long as he 
was praying, and so very quietly they went 
back to the dormitory, and to bed. 

Next day the missionary found that 
Moses had been praying all night, so ear- 
nest was he in his desire for success. Do you 
know what he was praying about? Arith- 
metic! He did so want to pass his tests 

To page 16 





The monitor and the missionary peered through the moonlight. Someone was kneeling by a tombstone! 
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A GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED 


By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER 6: THE TRUSTING HEART 





WHAT HAS HAPPENED SO FAR: 


Saksee was determined to have nothing to do with 
the God of heaven that Rajin had come_ preaching 
about in the village of Singing Water. He left the 
village and went back to live with his father, Pakoo 
in the village of Broken Light. But everywhere he went 
he was reminded of God. Jawab, the chief’s son, had 
his leg hurt in a fight with his father, and Rajin came 
to treat it. Now again, when his father sent him to 
Singing Water to ask Uncle Sobat to come and help 
with the harvest he found his uncle leading the family 
in morning worship on God’s rest day. He attended a 
meeting that day, with ee Bey out, and all the 
people testified that the eaven had done 
wonderful things for them. God aid he never get away 
from God? Saksee wondered. 


[7 WAS late in the morning when Saksee 
with his Uncle Sobat and Rajin climbed 
the last steep stretch of trail and entered the 
village of Broken Light. After bathing at 
the spring they went with Pakoo to the 
chief's house. 

“Where is Kooning, the witch doctor?” 
Saksee asked his father. “Is he here in the 
chief’s house?” 

“He left early yesterday,” Pakoo said. “I 
saw him go past. He has not returned.” 

Jawab, the chief's son, greeted the men 
with warm words of welcome. The chief's 
wife thanked them again and again for 
their kindness to their boy. Even the old 
chief himself arose from his place beside 
the young man’s mat and said how glad he 
was to see them. 

Jawab fixed his eyes on the teacher and 
said, “My leg doesn’t hurt much now. I 
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want to know more about the God of 
heaven.” 

At this Rajin’s face brightened as with 
some inner light. He took the young man’s 
hand in his own for a moment, then knelt 
by his side and began to examine the leg. 

“I can see that you are much better,” he 
said. “You have kept the splint in place. 
It looks as though the leg will heal for sure 
and you will be able to walk again, but it 
will be at least another moon. You must 
wait and be patient.” 

“Will I be able to walk to Singing 
Water?” Jawab asked. 

“Yes, I'm sure you will make many trips 
to Singing Water. It is possible that the 
hurt leg may always be a little shorter than 
the other one; but I’m certain that if you 
are patient and careful you will climb the 
mountain trails again and you will go to 
the jungle to cut the big trees and plant the 
rice and hunt the wild deer.” 

“I want you to tell me about the God of 
heaven,” Jawab said, and again Rajin’s fac 
glowed with that inner light. 

“God is great and good. He made all the 
things you see—the trees, the plants, the 
rice, the moon, and all the stars and living 
creatures. Then of course He made many 
things we can’t see, like the wind, the per- 
fume of the flowers, and kindness in the 
heart. God made everything in this world 














for us, so that we might find food, and homes 
for ourselves, and happiness.” 

The old chief grunted his approval and 
his wife came to sit on the floor of the room 
just inside the door, where she took up some 
basket weaving and listened to all that was 
spoken. 

“The God of heaven is strong and He 
loves us all. He is able to take care of us, 
so we need not be afraid.” 

The people who had gathered in the 

inner room of the chief's house thought 
Qo: these sayings for a long moment. 
Then the chief spoke. 

“The witchcraft of our medicine men, 
what about that?” 

Saksee was startled. He remembered the 
medicine of madness that Kooning had pre- 
pared. Did the chief know? 

“No witchcraft has evil power when the 
heart trusts in God,” Rajin said, kneeling 
on the mat and looking straight into Jawab’s 
eyes. “No matter what spells or devil magic 
the witch doctors make, it will come to 
nothing and be harmless when the heart 
trusts in God.” 

“I trust in the God of heaven,’ Jawab 





said in a quiet voice.” I have 
heard Him calling in my 
heart ever since the day you 
came and pulled my leg back 
into place.” 

“It is the loving-kindness 
of God that calls us and draws us to Him,” 
Rajin said with a smile. 

Saksee considered this conversation. The 
words about devil medicine pricked him. 
Did Rajin know? 

They left the chief's house and went back 
to Pakoo’s hut. By the time they had eaten 
rice it was time for Rajin to go back to 
Singing Water. 

“While you are here,” the teacher said to 
Uncle Sobat, “go and talk with Jawab every 
day. You should teach him to pray.” 

When the meal was finished Rajin hur- 
ried alone down the mountain. Uncle So- 
bat explained that many people in Singing 
Water were waiting to talk with him and 
there were sick ones to be visited before 
nightfall. 

Saksee looked at Uncle Sobat and saw the 
same brightness in his face—the brightness 
of God. It worried him. Now this teaching 





Alone in his room Saksee opened the little package and found the charm Kooning had made—a little 


red hand carved from a bird’s breastbone. “This will help me resist God,” Saksee smiled happily. 
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had taken hold in Broken Light Village too. 
The chief's son said openly that he trusted 
in God. Could it be true that the medicine 
of madness would be useless against him 
now? 

Saksee longed for some quiet place 
where he could think. His thoughts were 
almost more than he could bear; but the 
rice must be harvested. The men went to 
the rice field. All of them worked hard all 
day. Every day they toiled with all their 
strength from daylight till dark; but when 
evening came and they could no longer see 
to work, Uncle Sobat bathed, put on clean 
fresh clothing, and crossed the narrow dis- 
tance between the houses. There he sat with 
Jawab and they spoke of God and the new 
teaching. 

Saksee didn’t want to go with his uncle. 
He didn’t want to hear any more about this 
new medicine. He felt as though he was 
being drowned in a swift river and fighting 
every inch of the way. More and more the 
thoughts of God pressed into his mind and 
heart. Still it would be impolite to refuse 
Uncle Sobat’s urgent invitation. 

“Come along with me,” his uncle would 
call him. “You have worked hard today. You 
deserve a little pleasure. Let us go to Jawab 
and talk with him.” 
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Then in spite of himself Saksee would be 
persuaded to go, and so he listened while 
Uncle Sobat told Jawab more and more 
about God and taught him to pray. 

“Remember that God is your Father,” 
Uncle Sobat said in an earnest voice. “You 
can talk to Him just as you do to your 
earthly father, the chief. He is right here— 
as near to you as I am. He has more power 
than any man. He can do anything He wants 
with people’s bodies and minds and hearts.” 

“Is there anything God can’t do?” Jawab 
asked. 

“Well, yes, there is one thing He doesn’t 
do—He could, but He doesn’t. He doesn’t 
force people to do what He wants.” 

The chief's son was silent for a little 
while as he thought about all these things. 
Then, before he could ask more questions 
there was a voice calling in front of the 
house and the door swung open. A moment 
later Kooning stood at the entrance of the 
inner room, staring at them. The old man 
looked tired. His face was lined with sweat 
and dust. Saksee was sure he must have been 
on a long journey. Where? The question 
troubled the boy. He felt certain that the 
journey had not been for any good purpose. 

Kooning looked at Saksee—a long keen 

To page 16 























By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


THE PLANT THAT PICKS ITS PALS 


Nor every little animal that tries to get 
nectar from the catchfly pink is suc- 
cessful. Only the creatures this plant favors 
get any—and it is careful how it picks its 
pals. 

Just how it does so I'll tell you in a 
minute. First you should know that the 
catchfly is a very pretty pink flower with a 
lovely smell. 

The first ones came to America like the 
Pilgrims, in ships from Europe. The seeds 
were mixed with loads of grain. Some of the 
grain was carried west by early pioneer 
settlers following the trail of Lewis and 
Clark and as a result the catchfly has become 
a common wildflower over much of North 
America. 





























































Moths are special friends, but ants are 
treated like tramps. How does the plant 
know the difference? The secret lies in the 
way the flower is designed. 

Each flower is about one inch across, with 
five long, rather narrow, pale pink petals 
set in a ring. Underneath are sepals covered 
with hairs and oil glands. Each oil gland 
looks like a small oil can. At the tip of the 
“spout” of each gland is a drop of a sticky, 
gummy substance. When all these drops 
are put together all the way around the 
stem beneath each flower, they make a car- 
pet like a flypaper that is enough to turn 
back any insect that crawls, hence the name 
catchfly. This discourages ground beetles, 
ants, and crickets from attempting to reach 
the highly prized sweet nectar. 

Only the flying insects dare trespass on 
this pretty pink flower. And not very many 
of these are allowed to visit because the 
flower opens only at night. The moths fly, 
and they fly at night, so they are the catch- 
fly’s best friend. They delight in the nectar 
and pollen. 

After pollen has been carried from flower 
to flower by the moths, the flower fades and 
the petals fall, being replaced by small seed 
boxes. Each tiny seed is gray in color with 
dark-brown stripes running along its sides 
and small, wartlike bumps scattered over its 
surface. 

This simple flower was designed by God 
to be selective, letting in only desirable in- 
sects and keeping out all others. Boys and 
girls also have the power to choose their 
friends. Let’s be sure we pick them wisely. 


JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 
The catchfly pink is a simple-looking flower, but 


it is wise enough to select its friends carefully. 


DECEMBER 26, 1956 / 9 


“Shizue has been absent three Saturdays in a row,” 


said the teacher sternly. “I’m going to find out why!” 


CHAMPION RUNNER BECOMES 
CHAMPION FOR GOD 


By ETHEL YOUNG 


_ was no question about it. Shizue 
was going to be late for school if she 
didn’t take the short cut this morning! She 
had got up before dawn as she did every 
morning, for there was much to do in her 
big family. And this morning, there had 
been even more work than usual. 

To save time, Shizue cut across lots 
through a wooded section and then took a 
winding path down over a steep hillside 
where the cemetery was located. Odd-shaped 
tombs nestled back into the hill. Inside 
each were tall vases which held the ashes of 
Okuma’s ancestors. 

But Shizue didn’t see the colorful vases, 
the tombs, or think of anyone’s ancestors 
this morning. She was going to be late for 
school if she didn’t hurry, and that would 
never do! 

As she reached the village and raced past 
one street corner, she noticed a lot of activ- 
ity. Some men were cleaning up the weeds 
and carrying away all the rubble that had 
been gathering there since the invasion of 
Okinawa. 

“They must be planning to build some- 
thing,” she thought as she hurried on toward 
school. 

Just as the school bell was ringing, she 
joined her classmates in the hall. 

“You just made it,” laughed Setsuko as 
they entered their classroom together. “You 
will soon be able to run faster than I can, 
if you continue to work so long at home 
every morning!” 
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Setsuko was one of Shizue’s best friends. 
She was the school’s champion athlete and 
could run faster than any of the other girls 
in that area. She had won the silver loving 
cup at last year’s athletic meet. If all went 
well, she hoped to win a second cup this 
year. Certainly no girls she knew of could 
run as fast as she. 

But soon everyone was busy doing arith- 
metic and other schoolwork. Students for- 
got all about things like running to school. 

The next morning, Shizue was not late 
for school, but she did decide to take the 
“short-cut route” again. In so doing, she 
passed by the corner where the men had 
been working. They were there again. Most 
of the land had been cleared, and she saw 
that the men were leveling it now. 

“It can’t be that they are going to build 
here,” she thought, “or they would be dig- 
ging a large hole. I wonder what they are 
planning to do?” 

Every day she watched the development 
of that special spot. One day, her old ques- 
tions were answered—but new questions 
were put in their place. 

A huge tent was erected on the corner 
and in front was a large sign with big red 
characters announcing some interesting meet- 
ings to be held each night. 

“Everyone welcome!” she read. “I wonder 
what the meetings will be about?” 

Setsuko told Shizue not to go to the tent 
meetings because she had heard they had 
something to do with Christianity. And 
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Yoshiko, another close friend, said they prob- 
ably wouldn’t be very interesting anyway. 
So Shizue promptly forgot the big brown 
tent and the large signboard in front of it, 
which said, “Everyone welcome!” 

Days came and went. One evening Shizue 
happened to be down in the village. On her 
way home, she passed the corner where the 
big meetings were being held. The tent was 
filled with people. Many were standing out- 
side listening to the people inside, who were 
happily singing. Shizue stopped. She loved 
music, and something about the songs that 
were being sung thrilled her heart. She drew 
nearer. It was as though some giant arm 
were pulling her closer and closer. 

When the singing was finished, a young 
Okinawan stood and told a Bible story for 
the children. As he did so, he illustrated it 
with paper figures and pictures. How the 
children loved it! So did Shizue; but fear 
kept gripping her heart. What if someone 
should see her in this crowd! 

Then another man began to speak. He 





told about the great God 
in heaven—the One who 
gives life to trees and 
flowers and men. For 
some reason, Shizue lis- 
tened—listened to the 
very last. Then she ran 
breathlessly toward home. 

In the seclusion of the night, the girl 
pondered all that she had heard and seen. 
At last she fell asleep—determined to go 
to the next meeting if she could slip away 
without anyone’s knowing about it. 

Like all young girls, Shizue found a happy 
secret hard to keep. So she shared her new- 
found faith with Yoshiko and Setsuko at 
school. Finally, Setsuko started to go to the 
meetings with Shizue, but Yoshiko lived five 
miles away and she had to learn second- 
hand what was said at the meetings. Little 
by little other school friends joined in with 
Shizue and Setsuko. Before long several were 
attending the meetings regularly. 

One Saturday morning as the teacher was 
taking the roll (young 
people go to school six 
days a week in Oki- 
nawa), she noticed 
that Shizue was ab- 
sent. 

“I hope she’s not 
very sick,” said the 
teacher to herself. 
Then she passed on 
to the next name in 
her school register. 

Yoshiko and Set- 
suko suddenly became 
very busy with some- 
thing at their desks. 
Their faces turned red 
and their hearts beat 
very loud and fast. 
But no one said a 
word more about Shi- 
zue that day. 

A week passed. 

The next Saturday 
the students at school 
stood, one by one, to 
answer the roll again. 

To page 18 





HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


Shizue ran past the work- 
men, not realizing they 
would change all her life. 








EIGHTY FLAT — 


OM KELLOGG leaned against his bicy- 

cle, which was leaning against a street 
light. 

“Wish those guys would hurry,” he 
fumed. “I hate to be kept waiting, and 
they should have shown up at least fifteen 
minutes ago.” “They” were Johnnie Myers, 
tall and thin, red-headed Chubby Long, and 
Artie Madsen, just the opposite of Johnnie 
Myers! 

It wasn’t that anything terribly important 
was in the wind for any of them; it was 
just that they had planned to meet at the 
town’s only soda fountain immediately after 
their suppers at home to finish off with a 
strawberry sundae, and Tom didn’t want to 
wait any longer. 

He ran his fingers through his straw- 
colored hair for the fifteenth time that night, 
and then he spotted the boys rounding the 
corner at Barnes Avenue. 

“You fellows in any hurry?” he snorted 
as they came close. No one was the least 
intimidated by his unpleasantness. 

“As a matter of fact,” laughed Chubby, 
“we were just racing up and down Barnes 
Avenue trying to work up a bit of an ap- 
petite for this treat you are going to give 
us at Wesley's soda fountain.” 

Tom stared with popping blue eyes. “I 
didn’t say I was giving anyone a treat. You 
fellows order for yourselves and pay the 
same way.” 

That was the fun about Tom, Artie 
thought. He never really knew whether you 
were in earnest, or just trying to “get him 
going.” This time Tom found out when 
they all settled down at the soda fountain 
and ordered and paid for their own sundaes. 
Chubby felt it quite necessary to have a 
second sundae, “just to round off the meal.” 

“Nothing much to do around here,” com- 
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By IVY R. DOHERTY 


plained Johnnie Myers, “except eat, that is, 
and no one can eat all the time school is 
out.” 

“True words,” laughed Artie. “Let's just 
ride around town till it gets dark.” The 
others agreed. There was nothing better to 
do just then. 

Barnes Avenue was about the most suit- 
able place for “just riding around.” It was 
wide enough for the four to ride abreast, 
and race like the wind. Of course it would 
be too bad if a car came 
around the corner the same 
time they did! 

As lights blinked on in 
the streets, Tom said, 
“What's on at the Grange 
Hall tonight? All the cars 
seem to be heading in that 
direction.” 

Two of the boys 
scratched their heads, but 
Artie answered, “This 
Monday night? The first 
Monday in the month?” 
Tom had to think awhile 
and then he said, “Yes.” 

“The mystery is com- 
pletely solved,” observed 
Artie. “This is Grange 
night for the district of 
Wesley.” 

“Let’s go,” ventured 
Chubby. “Not to the meet- 
ing, of course. Let’s just 
hang around the grounds 
a bit, to watch people ar- 
rive. It will be kind of 
boring, but what is there 


Mrs. Link made a careful check, 
and found all four tires flat. 
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that would be any less boring to do?” 

Silence was consent. The boys hopped 
on their bicycles and peddled leisurely up 
Main Street and into Sheldon Street where 
the Grange Hall snuggled against the hill- 
side. People were already arriving. There 
were the Smiths, and now the Morris 
family’s station wagon. Then out stepped 
plump Mrs. Link, and her car seemed to 
jump up, relieved that her weight was 
gone. The boys saw, and laughed. “That 


wasn’t boring, after all,” Chubby commented. 

“How many cars? One guess, and no 
looking!” Johnnie challenged. One guessed 
fifteen, one ten, and one seventeen. “All 
wrong,” Artie announced. “Exactly eight- 
een. I guess there'll be twenty by the time 
meeting starts.” 

How could he be so right? When meet- 
ing started, there were exactly twenty cars. 

“There won't be any more fun now, so let’s 
beat it for home,” complained Tom wearily. 

“Nothing to do, you fellows?” answered 
Chubby, trying to effect an air of disgust. 
“I've just had a brain wave, but I bet all of 
you are too much like chickens to work on 
it.” 

“Name it!” challenged Johnnie. 

“Who are chickens around here?” burst 
out Artie. 














Tom said, “You'd never think of anything 
to do dangerous enough for anyone to want 
to back out at the last minute.” 

“No?” asked Chubby. “Who'd be willing 
to let all the air out of Mayor Stonewall’s 
four car tires?” 

The other three let their bicycles slide 
to the ground. 

“You joking?” they chorused. 

“No joking,” declared Chubby. “One tire 
each?” 

“It’s a deal,” they chorused again. 


POO BBB BBS SSBF VSS SSSASVAASTAAAVASF 


SHARING 


By KAY CAMMER 


Mother, must | share my toys 

With sisters, and with other boys? 
Sometimes Jim spoils my favorite game, 
Starts a fight—says I'm to blame. 

I get so angry. It's not fair 


That | most always have to share. 


Well, guess I'll take my baseball bat 
To Johnny's house; and have a chat 
About his new gift that we both love— 


I hope he'll want to share his glove! 


DS VVVVVWVW DW VVVWA BT WVBVTVVWVWBVVWWLVAVWVWV*W*W* 


“When I say ‘three,’ instantaneous ac- 
tion!” chuckled Chubby, trying to cover up 
his nervousness. The action was instanta- 
neous, all right! Air hissed with a sigh of 
escape and the mayor's very distinguished- 
looking black car settled with a little groan, 
into complete immovability! The four boys 
laughed and laughed. They couldn't help 
thinking what the mayor’s face would 
look like when he saw his incapacitated 
vehicle. 
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“That's only the beginning,” laughed 
Chubby, who was bent on showing just how 
big his brain wave had been. “Let’s do ten 
cars! No—the whole twenty! We can do it 
quick as a wink, even before the secretary 
gets through reading the minutes of the 
last meeting.” 

The boys were incredulous. This wasn’t a 
bit like Chubby. Maybe they should not 
have let him eat that second sundae. But, 
anyway, what else was there to do all eve- 
ning? 

It didn’t take long to go the whol 
round. All the cars reacted the same as th 
mayor's. Whether Cadillacs or Fords, Chrys- 
lers or Volkswagons, they all came down to 
the same level now! 

It wasn’t until the boys had heard the 
last faint hiss die away, and the last creak of 
resignation from the last let-down car, that 
they began to realize that they might pos- 
sibly have to face some unpleasant music. 

Chubby admonished, “Now take off for 
home, you fellows, before I let the air out 
of your tires!” 

It seemed no one needed a_ second 
prompting, and their anxiety to get away 
was not entirely caused by Chubby’s threat- 
ening to let the air out of their tires. 

Now, there was not very much lighting 
on the Grange parking lot, and so when 
heavy Mrs. Link came to her car, she saw 
absolutely nothing amiss. When she started 
her motor and tried to back away, she was 
sure her imagination was playing her an 
untimely and horrible trick. After all, this 
was ten at night, and no time to be looking 
for someone to change a tire. 

She took her flashlight from the glove 
box, and made a careful check of her tires. 
Not one! Oh, dear! But all four were listless 
and deflated. She let out a shriek that coin- 
cided with Pat Murphy’s announcement that 
his right front tire was flat. 

“Someone has put tacks up the road to 
this parking lot, I declare,’ wailed Mrs. 
Link desperately. Mr. Murphy examined his 
four tires. All were flat. 

“Well, Pll ” He never got the word 
out, for Mayor Stonewall was the next irat 
discoverer. 

Perhaps if Chubby had been able to see 
and hear what was going on in the Grange 
parking lot, his dreams would have been 
full of laughter, instead of being such 
nightmares. He dreamed he was pumping 

To page 17 











og 


Ww 


NSU RM ew OD OD 











| STAMP BIOGRAPHIES 











FOUR HEROES 


| pee troopship, Dorchester, was steaming 
toward Europe during the darkest days 
of World War II. Loaded with soldiers it 
was zigzagging through the rough waters 
of the Atlantic in a desperate attempt to 
escape lurking U-boats of the German navy. 

Suddenly there was a tremendous explo- 
sion and the vessel began to sink. It had 
been torpedoed by one of the dreaded sub- 
marines. 

At once everyone on board rushed to put 
on life belts. 

But four young soldiers couldn't find 
theirs. Certain death awaited them unless 
life belts could be found at once. For time 
was running out. 

Then the unbelievable happened. Four 
men walked up to those soldiers, took off 
their own life belts and put them around 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


the shoulders of the young GI’s. They were 
the ship’s four chaplains. Then the chaplains 
joined hands and began to pray. 

It was the last thing the GI's saw as their 
ship slipped beneath the waves—those four 
brave heroes praying together as they died 
in the icy waters. They had given their lives 
to save others, and the GI's, deeply impressed, 
never forgot it. 

In 1948 a stamp was issued honoring 
them. On it are the words, “Interfaith in 
action.” It says “Interfaith,” because these 
four men belonged to different churches; 
George L. Fox and Clark V. Poling were 
Protestant ministers; Father John P. Wash- 
ington was a Roman Catholic; Rabbi Alex- 
ander G. Goode was Jewish. But they had 
these things in common. They believed in 
God and they loved their fellow men. 


Tie IMMORTAL _CHAPLAINS®... 
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Moses and Math 
From page 5 


and be able to train to work for Jesus. He 
passed his arithmetic test that year with 
68 per cent, which was very good indeed, 
for Moses. 

Moses was now qualified to leave the 
mission school and go to a hospital for his 
training as an orderly. He decided to go to 
Malamulo Mission Hospital. He put his 
heart and soul into his work, and in two 
years he was ready to go out and work as an 
orderly. He was able to get a job with a 
doctor who was not an Adventist, and who 
was practicing in a part of the country 
where Moses was the only member of the 
Adventist Church. In just a little while he 
began to see results from his personal mis- 
sionary work with the patients, and now he 
has a church of fifty-seven members. They 
meet every Sabbath under a large tree be- 
cause they have no church building as yet. 

What a good thing it was that Mission- 
ary Peckham went on with the service that 
night when it looked so discouraging! 

And what a wonderful example Moses 
has given us of uniting work and prayer in 
overcoming difficulties! He has learned 
how people are added to the church, too; 
and that is the best kind of arithmetic. 


A Grain of Mustard Seed 
From page 8 


look. The boy knew the meaning of that 
look. The witch doctor was searching his 
face to discover if there was a turning to- 
ward the God of heaven in him. Saksee re- 
turned the look with a full open stare which 
was meant to say, “I am still standing fast 
for the old customs of our tribe.” 

Then the witch doctor stepped to the 
boy’s side and placed a little package in his 
hand. Saksee turned it over and over in 
curiosity. It felt hard. It was wrapped in 
a dried leaf. There was no time to open it 
now. 

Kooning looked at Uncle Sobat. Anger 
came up in his eyes and his hands twisted 
together in a gesture of violent displeasure. 
Jawab looked up at him and smiled. 

“Come, sit down with us,” he invited 
Kooning. “Sobat is telling me some wonder- 
ful things about the God of heaven.” 
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Then Kooning exploded in fury. “Those 
who forsake the ways of their ancestors can 
expect nothing but evil fortune!” he 
screamed. “Calamity will come. The spirits 
will have their revenge.” 

There was a look of such cunning and 
cruelty on the old man’s face that Saksee 
shuddered. He knew what Kooning had 
prepared for Jawab. It was only a few days 
now until the full moon. A sick feeling 
clutched the boy’s stomach. Only the fear of 
death had kept him from revealing the 
secret down in Singing Water. He stil 
feared the evil spirits. He was still in inci 
service; but he was coming to think more 
and more of Jawab. Now another thought 
began to worry him. Perhaps Kooning would 
prepare some terrible curse for Uncle So- 
bat. Then what would happen? Would the 
new magic protect him? 

Kooning stood looking at all of them 
with rage and hate in his face. Then he left 
the house without more words. 

Saksee found to his terror that now his 
sympathies had shifted from Kooning to 
his victims. He had been in favor of keep- 
ing the new teaching out of the village and 
holding to the old ways of the Dusun tribe; 
but now—was his heart changing? What 
had happened to him? He knew that in 
spite of the assurance he had just given the 
witch doctor, in his inner self he longed for 
the gladness and peace of his Uncle Sobat 
and the calm, serene trust of Jawab. As it 
was, he had neither. He had a small package 
in his hand. All at once he knew what it 
was! The charm! The charm the witch 
doctor had promised him! 

Then he saw Uncle Sobat looking at him 
with a steady gaze. “Do not be frightened 
by anything Kooning threatens or by any- 
thing he does. God is able to take care of 
everything!” 

Alone in his room Saksee opened the 
little package and found the charm. It was 
a little red hand carved out of the breast- 
bone of a bird. He fastened the charm 
around his neck. Now this would certainly 
help. Now perhaps he could forget abou 
God and not be troubled by thoughts of th 
new witchcraft. 

Through the next four days the men 
worked hard. Saksee slept with his charm 
around his neck. It seemed to help. 

When Friday came the harvest was not 
yet in. One large field remained to be reaped. 

“I will go back to Singing Water today,” 





Uncle Sobat said. “I must spend the rest day 
in my own house. Why don’t you both come 
with me? Then we will return the day after 
tomorrow and finish the harvesting.” 

“No,” Pakoo said. “I am afraid of what is 
happening in Singing Water and I don’t 
want Saksee to go there any more.” 

“But you don’t need to be afraid of God. 
He is good. He loves us. We need to know 
Him. It makes our lives clean and happy.” 

“I know—I know, my brother,” Pakoo 





ou a scornful smile. “For you it may 


work out all right. For us—we will stick to 
the old ways.” 
(To be continued) 


Eighty Flat Tires 
From page 14 


tires with an old hand pump, and just as 
he thought he was through, the tire would 
say, “Ah, no, not yet. Another fifty pounds 
to go. 

Tom Kellogg jumped up in bed and won- 
dered if he had dreamed it, or whether 
someone had knocked at the front door. 
He grabbed in the gray dawn light for his 
bedside clock, and it landed on the floor 
with a resounding clatter. 

Then he heard the knocking again. There 
was no mistake. Someone was trying to 
crash the door in. He heard Father’s foot- 
steps in the hall. The door opened. 

“What can I do for you, Officer?” he 
heard Father saying to the man outside. 

“It’s all right, Tom. You're not under 
arrest,” said the police officer, “but the 
whole town is in a real uproar. Last night 
when we came out of the Grange meeting 
there were exactly twenty cars with flat tires 
on the parking lot.” 

“You'd accuse me of flattening eighty 
tires?” asked Mr. Kellogg, incredulously. 
Officer Hilkey laughed, but all of him was 
not in the laugh, by any means. Tom could 
tell that, without seeing his face. He sat on 
the edge of his bed, and shivered a little. 
He feared for what was coming next. 

“No, but when I went to the meeting 
with the mayor,” the officer continued, “I 
saw your boy with others at the Grange 
parking entrance. There was that fat little 
guy they call Chubby, too, and there were 
some others.” 

Mr. Kellogg coughed nervously. “This is 


some joke, Officer,’ he chided. “Tom has 
never been in anything like this in all his 
life.” 

Tom felt he had better make matters 
straight. He bounded out of bed, threw on 
his bathrobe and appeared, all disheveled, 
in the doorway. He was wishing right then 
that he had been a little more “chicken” 
the night before, and he wouldn’t have to 
be standing here now feeling so foolish. 

“We did it, Officer,’ he confessed, not 
waiting for any questioning. “The other 
fellows and I, we did it. What do you want 
me to do?” 

“I don’t know exactly who the other fel- 
lows are, but I'd like to see you all at the 
city hall immediately after school is out, and 
don’t forget it, or there'll be real trouble. 
‘Bye Tom,” he said to Tom Kellogg, who 
still wasn’t quite sure about being awake, 
but stood there, in his robe, staring at the 
pattern on the wallpaper. 

It seemed that by the time the four guilty 
ones reached school, everyone had heard 
about the roaring business Mac Linton had 
done, taking people home in his taxi from 
the Grange Hall last night. And the corner 
garage, everyone knew, had done an equal 
trade in pumping tires since daylight. 

No one seemed to know who had caused 
all the excitement, and every boy eyed the 
other suspiciously. That is, all but Tom and 
Chubby and Artie and Johnnie. In the 
afternoon, the teachers went home with 
headaches from one of their “bad days,” and 
everyone would always remember the day as 
the one on which the principal gave a ten- 
minute lecture on respecting the rights and 
property of other people. 

The boys had no idea what to expect at 
the city hall. They even thought about the 
stories of dark, cold jails where people ate 
bread and water and thought of all their 
sins! 

Officer Hilkey and the sheriff were sit- 
ting behind the desk when the boys ar- 
rived at the police office. They filed in 
limply and Officer Hilkey thought they 
each looked a little like flat tires. 

“Glad to see you come without any fur- 
ther prompting,” he began. “Ever think how 
you'd feel, finding someone had let the air 
out of all four tires of a car you wanted to 
drive?” 

No, they hadn’t thought of that, really. 

“What's the best medicine for them, 
Sheriff?” Officer Hilkey asked. “Something 
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that will help them remember not to do it 
again.” 

The sheriff coughed and eyed the boys 
coldly. “Got any heavy-duty tires about this 
place?” he asked. 

The officer scratched his head. “Easily half 
a dozen,” he told him. “Ah, I get the point,” 
he added, and a faint smile wriggled its 
way around his lips, even though he didn’t 
especially want it there. He thought a 
moment longer. 

“You fellows report here six days weekly 
for the next thirty days, and you'll each 
pump up a heavy-duty tire from zero to 
forty-five pounds. I'll get the things ready, 
and you start in tomorrow after school, and 
no backing out! That’s all. You may go.” 

Outside, Tom said, “Whew! Was that a 
brain wave or a tidal wave that swept your 
mind last night, Chubby?” 

Chubby said, “Entertainment 
costs something, you know.” 

Artie sighed. “I’m beginning to think we 
had better get some of our dads to teach 
us some interesting hobbies, or get busy 
on some ourselves. Anything to do is better 
than getting into useless mischief, and get- 
ting mixed up with a police officer like 
this.” 

That very same officer of the law, with 
whom they had been “mixed up,” smiled 
across the desk at his companion. “The 
pump doesn’t work very well,” he confessed. 


usually 


Champion Runner Becomes 
Champion for God 


From page 11 


“Shizue Kinjo,” called the teacher. 

No answer. 

“That's queer,” commented the teacher. 
“Shizue was absent last Saturday, too.” 

Other classmates answered in their turn. 

“Setsuko Sumica,” called the teacher. 

No answer. 

“Well! This is the first day Setsuko has 
missed this year,” said the teacher aloud. “I 
certainly hope that nothing has happened to 
Setsuko. She must run in the athletic meet 
a few weeks from now.” 

- Another week passed by. Again Saturday 
classes were called. Again students answered 
the roll. 

“Shizue Kinjo,” called the teacher. 

No answer. 
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“Setsuko Sumica,” called the teacher. 

No answer. 

“Yoshiko Tamaki!” 

No answer. 

“This settles it!” cried the frustrated 
woman. “I’m going to find out where these 
girls are.” 

Calling a trusted boy to the front of the 
room, the teacher told him to go immediately 
to Shizue’s home. He was to ask her father 
if his daughter was sick in bed. 

The boy hurried away—but in his heart 
he was worried about the outcome of ris 
mission. 

“Shizue left for school this morning,” 
answered Mr. Kinjo. “Is she not there?” 

“No,” replied the young classmate as he 
waited to find out what he should do next. 

The father hesitated only for an instant. 
Then he told the youngster to tell his 
teacher that he, as a father, would handle 
this situation. He would see that Shizue was 
not absent again. Then he hurried inside 
and the boy raced back to school. 

Soon Mr. Kinjo was headed toward the 
village. He had a chain in his hand and a 
dark look on his face. 

“If she has dared to disobey me,” the 
father threatened, “I'll beat her within an 
inch of her life!” 

For three weeks now Shizue had been 
keeping. the Sabbath. Each week more of 
the friends with whom she had shared her 
faith had joined her. Now, there was quite 
a number of schoolmates who were learn- 
ing of the faith that Shizue had found and 
learned to love. This morning, as she sat 
engrossed in the services, something seemed 
to force her to turn and look behind her. 

Standing in the doorway was her out- 
raged father—holding a chain in_ his 
clenched fists. Behind him were several other 
parents who had come for their children. 

Quicker than it takes to tell it, Shizue 
ran for the side door. She was followed 
immediately by all of her friends. In the 
midst of shouting and great excitement, the 
frightened young people ran for the wooded 


hills nearby. All the parents’ search for 


them proved fruitless and at last, late at 
night, they had to return home empty- 
handed. 

After a night in the mountains the young 
people sought refuge in the homes of be- 
lievers. Again the parents came for them, 
but this time, the parents promised not to 
harm the children if they would go home 





with them. These promises wete soon for- 
gotten, for when the children were inside 
their own houses, the parents gave vent to 
their fury. The following Sabbath some 
were forcibly taken to school while others 
were tied to trees to keep them away from 
the Christian church. 

Back at school the teacher threatened to 
fail each ¢tudent who missed his Saturday 
classes. This was a severe test, for each of 
the girls planned to graduate in a few 


nter the athletic meet on any other day but 
aturday. If she refused to compete she 
would forfeit her loving cup. 

Would the young people remain true? 

One by one the students quietly chose to 
lose all school honors rather than disobey 
God. Setsuko gave up her loving cup. 
Another girl gave up being the president of 
her class. All of them accepted the reproach 
and hard feelings of their teachers, class- 
mates, relatives, and friends. 

All during this difficult time, Shizue 
worked constantly for her friends. She kept 
up their interest in the Bible. She gave them 
courage during the dark hours of persecu- 
tion. She suffered for her new faith along 
with all the rest, but never complained. 


Going to church and Sabbath school 
made additional problems for these girls. 
None of them had much money, and Yo- 
shiko had the least of all. More than that, 
she lived five miles from the village. Each 
girl wanted to give something for offerings. 
By close figuring, everyone but Yoshiko 
managed to bring some gift to Jesus. At 
last, Yoshiko knew what she would do. 


Though her parents threatened many 
times to drive her from home, Yoshiko 
strengthened her faith by walking five miles 
to school and five miles home again every 
day. In this way, she saved her bus fare and 
faithfully brought it to Sabbath school each 
week. 

In time, the Okinawan evangelist held a 
baptism. Several people from Okuma gave 
their hearts to Jesus and were baptized. 
Among them were Shizue and her eight 
converted classmates. 

Little by little, as the parents, teachers, 
and other classmates observed these girls, 
their attitudes changed. Some began at- 
tending church. Shizue’s mother was bap- 
tized. The girls were finally permitted to 
graduate from school even though they 


Bec Setsuko was told she could not 


were away at the time the graduation exer- 
cises were held on Sabbath. 

“God lives and works for us,” testified 
Shizue. 

“And I would lots rather be a champion 
for God,” laughed Setsuko, “than be a cham- 
pion runner!” 





The Broken Picture 
From page 3 


He noticed that the broken picture frame 
and glass had already been picked up. 

“Hello, Son,” Mother greeted him, com- 
ing into the living room. 

“Hello, Mom,” Don answered, hurrying 
to his room to put his ball away. 

When he came back to the living room 
Mother asked the question he was dreading. 
“Don, did you hit the picture by the door 
when you came in from school this after- 
noon?” 

Don's thoughts were racing. Mother had 
asked if he hit the picture. Actually he had 
not even touched it. It was his slamming 
the door that had caused the picture to fall 
and break. Carefully he worded his answer, 
“No, Mom,” he replied. “I didn’t hit the 
picture.” 

It was only a white lie. But that white 
lie stuck in Don’s mind all evening. He 
could hardly enjoy his supper, thinking 
about it—how he had deceived his mother. 

Finally, he could bear it no longer. “I'll 
tell her,” he decided, rising and pushing his 
books away from him. 

Mother was sewing in the living room, 
when he sat down beside her. “Mom,” he 
began, but further words stuck in his 
throat. 

“Yes, Son?” Mother queried. 

“Mom,” Don began again, “I told you a 
white lie about that broken picture this 
afternoon.” Don was glad that Mother was 
looking down at her sewing while he talked. 
“I slammed the door when I came in, and 
it caused the picture to fall. I said I didn’t 
hit the picture, but it was still my fault that 
it got broken.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me so when I 
asked you?” Mother asked softly. 

“Well, I don’t really know. I guess it 
was because you had told me so many times 
not to slam the doors behind me. I didn’t 
want to admit I had caused something to 
get broken that way.” To page 22 
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for Heaven 


(JANUARY 5) 


Memory VERSE: “Lay not up for yourselves 
treasures upon earth, ... but lay up for your- 
selves treasures in heaven” (Matthew 6:19, 20). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Luke 12:29-34, and Job 28:15-18. Read 

over the memory verse a few times. 
SUNDAY 
Real Treasure 

Open your Bible to Isaiah 33. 

It was one evening during World War II. A 
few of us were sitting around the fireplace when 
the air-raid alarm sounded, and as was natural 
our conversation turned to the subject of air 
raids. 

“What would you take with you if a firebomb 
hit your house and you just had time to snatch 
up one or two things?” asked one. 

It was a good question, and the all clear 
sounded before we were through telling what 
each of us would take. 

One said he would take certain treasured books 
he had. Someone else said, “My wallet and my 
passport, of course.” A stamp collector was go- 
ing to take his stamps. One woman valued her fur 
coat above everything else. It took Sandy quite 
a while to make up his mind which of his many 
treasures he would rescue. Finally he decided 
on his erector set. 

It was easy to see where everyone’s heart 
was that evening! 

As far as I know, none of that group had to 
leave home in a hurry because of a bomb. 

But one day we are going to have to leave this 
earth and all that we value in it. What treasure 
are we going to take with us? 

The Bible tells us something about treasure. 
It tells us what true treasure is, where we can 
find it, and where we should put it for safety. 
In verse 6, the last part, you will be able to read 
what true treasure is. 

To fear God does not mean to be afraid of Him. 
It means to love and respect, revere and obey, 
Him and to build a character that will endure. 

For further reading: Thoughts From the Mount 
of Blessing, p. 135. 
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THINK. Weigh up the value of collecting wealth 
here, and of laying up the treasures of salvation 
in heaven. 

Pray that you may make the right choice. 


MONDAY 


The Treasure Hidden 


Open your Bible to Matthew 13. 

Jesus wanted to teach us the value of the 
heavenly kingdom, so He compared it to some- 
thing. Look in verse 44, the first sentence, and 
find what this was. 

Who isn’t thrilled at the thought of hidden 
treasure? and who wouldn’t put all he has into 
the recovery of such treasure? 

Nowadays we put our savings, our treasure, 
into the banks, but in olden times men used to 
go out secretly at night and find a secluded spot 
near a landmark, such as a tree or a big rock, 
dig a hole in the ground, and place in it their 
coins or jewels or whatever they valued. 

It was safe there from thieves, safe too from 
any invading armies that might overrun the 
country and loot the homes. However, the one 
who had hidden the treasure might die suddenly 
without the opportunity of passing on the secret 
of the hiding place to others. Years might pass, 
and one day someone might be fortunate enough 
to find that treasure. 

So the heavenly treasures of goodness, hon- 
esty, faith, reverence, love and kindness, justice 
and patience, are often hidden by the cares of 
this life, by false teachings, by sin, and they are 
difficult to uncover. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 

p. 102, par. 4; p. 103. a 

THINK of the great value 
God gives us. 

Pray that you 
worth. 


of the treasures 


may realize fully their great 


TUESDAY 
How to Find the Heavenly Treasure 
Open your Bible to Job 28. 
The price of the heavenly treasure is so high 
that we cannot gauge its value. In the book 
of Job there is a beautiful poem about the price 


of heavenly wisdom. Read verses 15 to 18 and 
count the number of precious things Job says 
cannot buy the treasure of heavenly wisdom. 

In the parable of the hidden treasure in the 
field we read about the man who by accident 
came upon the treasure. He “goeth and selleth 
all that he hath, and buyeth that field” (Matthew 
13:44). He had to sell all his own possessions 
in order to raise enough money to buy the field 
in which the treasure was. But he did it, and it 
was worth it—every bit of it—for he was able 
to buy a better home, better furniture, richer 
curtains and rugs, and finer clothes when he 
owned the field and dug up the treasure it con- 
tained. 

So we may have to give up some of the things 

5: love—some of the entertainments, the read- 






g, the habits, even the friends we enjoy—in 
der to own the heavenly treasure of wisdom. 

But the riches of heaven will bring us much 
more in return, just as the treasure the man 
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found brought him much better things than the 
ones he had sold. 

So Jesus urges us to sell the treasures we 
have, and buy the field that has the real treas- 
ure of heavenly wisdom. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 106. 

THINK of the faith and determination of the 
man who found the treasure. 

RESOLVE that you will be willing to give up all 
to obtain heavenly treasure. 


WEDNESDAY 


Where to Put the Treasure for Safe Keeping 

Open your Bible to Matthew 6. 

As Jesus went about among the people He saw 
many who were feverishly trying to make 
money and acquire treasures. It hurt Him to see 
them doing this and neglecting the heavenly 
treasure. Find what He said to those whose 
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Eagerly the man clutched the treasure he had found and began at once to plan how he might buy it! 
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thoughts were continually on the treasures of the 
world in verse 19, first part. 

He told them what would eventually happen 
to such treasure. Read the second part of the 
verse and find what can happen. 

Then Jesus tells us about the true treasure and 
a safe place in which to put it. Verse 20 tells 
us where this is. Read it and find out. 

Our salvation from the world of sin is the 
true treasure. When we accept Christ’s salva- 
tion, when we grow in grace and the knowledge 
of God, when we do the works that Christ did, 
we are making deposits in the bank of heaven. 

For further reading: Thoughts From the 
Mount of Blessing, p. 134. 

THINK of the opportunities you have today 
to deposit treasure in the bank of heaven. 

ReEso._veE that you will keep an account there, 
rather than use all your energies to acquire 
wealth on this earth. 


THURSDAY 


Men Who Laid Up Treasure in Heaven 


Open your Bible to Genesis 14. 

The Bible tells us many stories of men who 
ceased to follow after earthly treasure in order 
to lay up treasure in heaven. There are just too 
many to mention them all. Can you think of a 
few? Here are the names of three of these men 
that you can unscramble: 


CUSHAZCEA (Luke 19:2) 
ULAP (Acts 13:9) 


HATMEWT (Matthew 9:9) 


From what earthly treasure did each turn? 

It tells us too of some who started to lay up 
heavenly treasure and then were dazzled by 
the earthly treasure. Judas was one of these, the 
sons of Eli were, too. 

Do you remember the story of Abraham when 
he heard that Lot had been taken prisoner? 
Gathering together 318 of his servants he chased 
after the captors and brought the prisoners 
safely home. Filled with admiration at his 
brave deed, the king of Sodom, whose city had 
been invaded, made what seemed like a wonder- 
ful offer. 

Find what it was in verse 21. But Abraham 
would not hear of such a thing. He was not in- 
terested in that kind of treasure. Read in verses 
22 to 24 what his reply was. 

Yes, Abraham had the right idea. He was lay- 
ing up treasures of honesty, of faith, of cour- 
age in the bank of heaven. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 130. 

THINK of the strength of character Abra- 
ham had when he refused the king’s offer. 

Pray that you may have strength of character 
to choose the right kind of treasure. 


FRIDAY 


These questions will help you find out how 
much you know—or don’t know—about this 
week’s lesson. Read the answers in the Bible 
verses given at the end of the questions if you 





are not sure of any of them. Check on the mem- 
ory verse, too. 

1. Finish this sentence: ‘“‘The fear of the Lord 
is his ............" (Isaiah 33:6.) 

2. Where did the man in the parable that Jesus 
told find some hidden treasure? (Matthew 13: 
44, first half.) 

3. What did the man do in 
could own the hidden treasure? 
44, second half.) 

4. Name some of the precious things of the 
earth that the book of Job tells about as having 
great value. (Job. 28:15-18.) 

5. What does the writer of this book say is 
more valuable than any precious stone? (Job 
28:18.) 

6. What things does Jesus tell us not to lay up? 
(Matthew 6:19, first part.) 

7. What might happen to treasures laid u 
on earth? (Matthew 6:19, second part.) 

8. Where did Jesus advise us to deposit our 
treasure? (Matthew 6:20.) 

9. Name some men who turned from seeking 
earthly treasure to seeking heavenly. 

10. When the king of Sodom offered the spoil 
of the battle to Abraham, how did the patriarch 
show that his heart was not on earthly treas- 
ures? (Genesis 14:22-24.) 


order that he 
(Matthew 13: 





The Broken Picture 
From page 19 


“Why did you call it a white lie?” Mother 
asked. 

“Well, I’ve always heard that things that 
aren’t quite true are called white lies.” Don 
was thoughtful for a moment. “You know, 
Mom, I don’t think they ought to be called 
white lies. White is usually a good, clean 
color. And something that isn’t true surely 
isn’t good and clean.” 

“I agree with you,” Mother said with a 
smile. “I’m sorry you broke the picture, but 
it was worth it if you learned that a lie is a 
lie, whether it’s big or little.” 

“I'm going to stick strictly to the truth 
from now on,’ Don grinned. “No more 
little white lies for me, because there aren’t 
any such things!” 








COVER PICTURE by Bob Taylor. Story il- 
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ATTENTION! 


All PASTORS and JUNIORS 


Here is a new set of natural color films es- 

pecially for junior youth. 26 filmstrips to aid 

in telling the wonderful story of the gospel, 

complete with syllabus and special songbook. 

Price, $59.50 

Tape narration also available. 13 tapes, $58.50 
Combination of filmstrips and tapes. 

Complete, $99.50 


JUNIOR Evang 
“When Jesus Was ne 
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TICO, the COYOTE, No. 


4—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1956, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. When Tico saw the carcass of the cow he couldn’t 
see why his parents were so slow about beginning on 
it. 2. He started toward the cow, but his mother 
grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and threw him 
back among the other pups. 3. Then she slowly 


circled the body at a distance and tested the air 
with her nose. At one place she was particularly 
careful. There seemed to be something dangerous, 
but she wasn’t sure. Turning herself around she 
scratched some dirt and gravel toward the carcass. 





4. When she did so there was a sharp clang as a 
sprung trap threw dirt in the air and snapped shut. 
The coyote family left without tasting the cow. 5. 
Not long after that the coyotes discovered a man’s 
glove in the field. The cubs were allowed to smell 








7. A group of loggers were one day traveling along a 
little-used road in the hills to look at timber. 8. The 
coyote family were crossing the same road and 
would have heard the jeep had it not been that the 
stream near them was too noisy and a little rise in 
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it and found the odor like that they had smelled 
when the trap snapped. It was the dangerous man 
smell. 6. Whenever the coyote family had to cross 
a road they were taught to look and listen carefully 
before coming out. There might be a man with a gun. 





the road shut out the sound of the motor. 9. The 
jeep came over the hill and bore down on the 
coyotes when they were right in the middle of the 
road. The mother coyote’s heart pounded in panic as 
she thought of her beautiful family of puppies. 
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